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“But it adds to the mystery if we leave at night!" 


Author: Yours truly, thank you. 

Warnings: Oh..some SM later..why? Because it has to be. 

Disclaimer: | own shit, know shit. This never happened to my knowledge, and if it did that would explain a lot of 
things. No malice intended (I call it glorifying). 

Anything else?: | put it under ‘slash' because even though it's not there consistently, it will be. And because 
it's not quite ‘gen’ and it surely isn't ‘het’, so unless you have an idea for me this is where it shall stay. Also! 


If anymore questions still linger in your minds, tell me and I'll confuse you farther. 


Izzy shoved random items into his duffel bag. Axl stuffed shampoo and bottled water into a large trench coat, 
along with pants and anything else that would fit without making him look TOO conspicuous. Steven filled a bag 
with three heavy objects while Slash stuffed his pockets full of cigarettes and nabbed a bottle of Jack Daniels. 


Of course. 
"We'll have to leave at night," the guitarist said. 


"Why? No one knows who we are." Axl offered 


"My mom knows who we are." 
"Okay. But it adds to the mystery if we leave at night!" 


"There's plenty of mystery whether we leave at night or in the day. The mystery is what right we have to 
separate a man from his true lovel" Izzy shouted, still hesitant to go on this journey. The last time he'd fucked 
with a priest, he'd intentionally screwed up the high note on "Jesus Loves Me". That day he came home 
screaming to his mommy with a black eye in the shape of a cross, and that was just from the choir leader. 
Come to think of it, to this day he couldn't remember why, exactly, he was in the church choir. He didn't even 
belong to that church.. 


"Dude," Slash began, rattling Izzy's thoughts. "If my drinking was going to kill me, wouldn't you stop me?" 


Izzy began stroking his invisible goatee. "Depends. If I'm going to get elevated to lead guitar position, then I'd let 
you drink yourself to death. If the band would break up, then I'd kill you." 


"Exactly, so we have to stop him. Besides, | get the feeling he's going to fuck up the cosmos if he does. Do you 


want to undo God's work? Do you?!" 
"Actually, yes | do. But | want to do it personally. Okay, I'm convinced." 


"You're a miracle worker." Steven muttered sarcastically. This fell upon deaf ears because just at that 


moment, Joe Perry walked into the room like he owned it. Because for three nights he did. 


"So you're really going through with this." He said, looking at the quartet. They all nodded and went back to 
stuffing whatever necessities they felt the need to bring along in their bags, shoes, socks, shirts, hair, 


wherever there was space. 


"But do you know where he is?" Joe brought up the obvious question. All movement in the room stopped and 


all eyes turned to.lzzy. 
"What? This isn't my ideal" 


"Oh yeah, that's right, it was mine." All eyes then turned to Slash, who started sweating for some reason. He 
tried thinking of something intelligent to say, then something intelligent that answered the question. The 


question at hand, not the question of whether wormholes in space were possible. 


"We'll. make it up as we go." There came a collective "WHAT?!" and the sound of shotguns being loaded. The 
guitarist flailed his arms wildly and tried to put all their doubts at ease and save his ass. 


"Hold on! I'm hoping for a little heavenly help is what | meant! It's complicated" At that, a note dropped down 
from the ceiling. Slash caught it-a thin card with..glitter..? Were they implying that he was gay? He flipped it 


over and read the simple, one sentence message. 

‘You've GOT to be kidding me: 

"I kid you not," he answered no one in particular. Another note dropped down. 

‘Yes you are. Didn't | warn you about this.a few hours ago?! 

"Yeah, but | have to!" Notes and notes and notes dropped down from the ceiling and Slash answered them all as 


they came. Everyone else in the room was dead quiet from fear and/or shock. Sure enough, another note 


dropped down from the ceiling, only this one was blood red and not so cutesy. 


‘| HOPE YOU ALL BURN IN HELL. Fine, fine, fine, | help on my terms: And a death threat written in Greek that 
cursed everyone in the room with infertility for three generations. Sadly, it doesn't quite work if no one can 


decipher it. 


‘Alright, it's all settled. Take five, we leave at ten" The room cleared until only Joe and Slash remained. The 
latter of the two flopped down on the bed and was half way sleep when he was so rudely interrupted. 


‘lm trying to sleep damnit!" 
"Get the hell out of my room first!" 
"But. don't have my own room..!" 


Two hours later found Joe and Slash sitting in bed, sweaty, smoking cigarettes, and watching a "Dallas" 


marathon. 

"| feel like such a whore." Said the younger of the two. 
"That's because you are, bitch. Now go get me a sandwich." 
"Yes sir" 

ellela 


In a nearby pub, if you even want to call it that, Izzy sat at a table with Steven reading tarot cards-tarot 


cards? 
"Yeah, tarot." 


Man's gotta have a profession. 


Izzy began flipping the cards over one by one and read the cards, probably making it up as he went, but who 


can say? 
"An upside down hanged man." 
"What's it mean?" 


"Uh, someone's hanging you upside down and stuff. They're rubbing you the wrong way. Or something." He 
flipped another card. "The three of wands." 


"Ande" 


"You're going on a trip." Izzy replied, stating the obvious. He flipped over another card and muttered "ooo-ooh" 


somewhat ominously. 

"What? What?" 

"The Tower." Steven stared at the card intently. It looked creepy enough to provoke this question: 
"Am | gonna die?!" 


"Probably." But he wasn't expecting that answer. He started panicking/seizuring/screaming like a wee girl. Izzy 


quickly reshuffled the deck while the blonde across from him went into hysterics. 


"Calm down, its okay! Just.here, take a card for luck" Steven quickly stopped screaming and chose a card from 


the deck. Izzy immediately noticed that it was the Death card and quickly snatched it back. 


"Whoa, whoa, not that one." He reshuffled the deck again and held it out. Steven raised his eyebrow but chose 
another card anyway. He flipped it over and immediately honed in on the naked chick with the cups. 


"The star card! Lucky you." Izzy droned on about what it meant but Steven was staring at it dumbly, not 
listening to a word. At that point, there came a commotion at the bar. Izzy and Steven listened closely as a 
familiar voice started up the Depressing Russian Love Ballad Part 3 ™, 


"Is that who | think it is?" 


"Yeah, it's Pam. What's she doing here?" Izzy eyed the blond intently. Then in came Axl, completely unnoticed in 
his extra large trench coat stuffed full of all sorts of who-really-knows. He slid in easily next to Steven (read: 


pushed him under the table) and looked at the cards. 


"Dude, we'll make our own loot soon enough, stop scamming people!" 


‘lm not! | be readin’ tarot cards now mon!" Izzy said in a faux-Jamaican accent. Axl stared at him blankly. 
"Oookaay..anyway, its almost ten, where's Slash? And Steven for that matter?" 
"I'm down heeere.." 


"Shut up, dude, when | want you I'll ask for youl" As if on cue, Steven shut up. Oh yeah, and Slash walked in, 
fully packing..still naked from the waist up, and a tomato slice in his hair. 


"What happened?" 


"I tried to make a sandwich smoothie." Was the simple reply. And no one questioned it. Slash slid over next to 


Izzy and pushed Steven farther under the table. 
"Man, | gotta ask," Axl started "what was up with the falling notes?" 


"Uh..." Slash thought of putting the situation delicately. Then he thought of not putting it at all. Instead, he 


rubbed his toes against Axl's lower regions, prompting a moan from the man and giving Steven good blackmail. 


"Anyway, let us leave this tavern and go retrieve our comrade!" Before they could move, a little girl appeared 
at the table. Well, ON the table. She was dressed in a bloodied Sunday dress with little frills at the bottom and 
on the sleeves, which puffed out. She had on white hand gloves and floor length, dark hair that glowed and 
eerie green color. Her eyes were covered by the shadow cast by her white hat, also stained with blood Her 
white stockings were ripped and her white Mary-Jane shoes scuffed. She also held what had to be the world's 
largest lollypop, so big that it blocked her whole face as she licked it happily. 


"And who the hell are you, little girl?" Izzy asked sweetly. 


"Lam the demon of the road, hazard to all hitchhikers, terror to all who summon me." She answered in a very 
cute little girl's voice. 


"That's nice, but who are you?" 

"l am a creature of the night, stalker of all travelers, patron saint of the angels of death, fascinated by all." 
"WHAT IS YOUR NAME?!" The little girl startled and briefly started to cry. She then straightened up and 
removed the lollypop from her face. Axl gasped at all the cuts and gashes from her face, the swollen bruises 
and, now, the blood that streamed down but didn't drip on the table. 

"lm Mary." 


"Mary?" 


"Mary. You know, Bloody Mary? Chick in the mirror that scares people?" Izzy clicked his tongue in 


acknowledgement. 
"Oh! | used to mess with you when | was a kid! What's up?" 
"Yes..er, nothing's "up". You're going on a journey are you not?" 


"THE JOURNEY TO SAVE OUR BASSIST!" Slash exclaimed. He calmed down when he noticed the hungry 


stares/odd glances from the other bar patrons. 
" Quite. im going to accompany you and torture you every step of the way: 

"Why?" Steven asked 

"Because it's what | dol" 

"| thought you just fucked with people from behind a mirror?" Bloody Mary groaned in frustration 
"Yes and | fu-er, mess with hitchhikers, ARE YOU HAPPY?! 

" Yeah.but why are you going to mess with us?" Slash asked again 


"ARRRG! WE WILL MEET AGAIN!" And the girl disappeared in a shroud of flames. The group didn't blink twice 
and instead got up and left the pub..if you even wanna call it a pub. 


The Smug-Man 

They hadn't been out on the road long.well, it was midnight The witching hour. Cue scary organ playing 

"What the hell? Jim's having an off right. Night on Bald Mountain, stat! * 

The band walked on up the street, not knowing where they were, where they were going, why, or that the 
Yankees had won But this didnt seem to bother them. Mostly because they were all stoned/drunk/cold as hel 
is hot. 


"Oh mah darlin’, oh mah darlin'-Ow!" Izzy whacked Axl over the head to make him shut up and it worked. 


If God wanted you to sing country you'd be dead now!" Izzy was still quite paranoid about all this. What if Duff 
didn't want to leave? What if he killed them? What if wormholes ARE possible in space? 


"We need a ride..like..a cab..or a truck driver." Axl muttered. He turned to Izzy with an odd gleam in his eye 


that no one would like 

"Dude, show some leg!" 

"What? Hell no! You do it! 

"No, | did it last time!" 

" We've never done this before!" Instead, the two of them turned to Steven with that same, unlikable, evil 
gleam. The blonde looked at them through clouded eyes warily. He was stoned off his ass, but regardless he 


would have no part in Izzy's or Axl's schemes. Especially not the both of them together. That's bad. 


A moment later Slash, Axl, and Izzy were holding Steven down in the street. His flailing legs were bare, (the 
pants legs had actually been ripped away) yet there wasn't a truck or car in sight. 


"I knew this wouldn't work. Okay, let him-" 


"No, what's that up ahead?" Indeed, up ahead shone two bright headlights as if they were eyes. The headlights 
came closer and closer, seemingly being called by Steven's thin, finely dusted legs. At last, the slick, forest 


green car had pulled up next to them. A smug looking man in sunglasses and a black blazer with jeans stepped 
out of the car. 


"Hey lady, are you having trouble with these men?" 


"Yes! Get them off mel" The man's smugness went away when he heard the man's voice. Before he could duck 


back into his car, Axl grabbed him and did his best Dirty Hairy impersonation. And came off sounding like a 


dirty old woman, but | digress. 


"Dude, we're on a holy mission. You're going to drive us somewhere or my cannibal buddy back there is going 
to EAT you alive! Do you feel lucky? Bitch?" While the others patted themselves down to find out who the 
cannibal buddy was, Axl and the smug-man negotiated a deal. When they were done, the singer gave his band 
the signal to join him. The band piled into the back of the car, with Axl sitting in the passenger seat. 


"He always gets the passenger seat, no fair." Izzy grumbled. He couldn't stand being in the backs of cars for 


some reason. Steven, who was sitting on top of Slash, who was in a very promising position in front of Izzy, 


took out his lucky card and rubbed it..for luck. 


"So where we goin’ cats and kittens?" Said the Smug-Man smugly. Axl shrugged and just ordered him to drive. 
The car took off into the darkness, rumbling along the eerily deserted highway. On the way, the car's lights 
briefly caught sight of a bloodied up little girl with a huge lollypop. She was cloaked in darkness again as the 


car passed. 
"Boo, you idiots.” 


The car went silent for the longest time, with the occasional grunt from the back and other assorted noises. 


The Smug-Man turned a right and tried to make conversation 


"Who are you people?" Was the simple question. 


around at the lie. 


"When did we change our name?" Slash whispered then realized he was talking straight into Izzy's crotch. He 
briefly panicked, sat up (knocking Steven over with a thump) and asked the question again, still looking slightly 
pale. Izzy shrugged in reply. Steven occupied himself with playing cat's cradle with his own hair. 


"So what do they call you?" Slash called from the back The Smug-Man jumped at the words and crouched 


over the steering wheel, still looking smug. 


"Oh.] don't really have a name..my friends just call me Smug. Or Machine. Or Killer, but then those friends don't 
stick around real long." Silence reigned uncomfortably in the car. Just when it was getting too much to bear, a 
gas station miraculously appeared. The car rolled into the gas station, which only had one other car, and 
stopped a little away from the door, some what obscured by the trees in the back and the store the gas 
station housed. 


"Take five cats r kittens, go get something. | gotta talk to this woman" The Smug-Man got out of the car and 
went to the other vehicle. He opened the back door, climbed inside, and disappeared into the back of the car. 


"Odd little man" Izzy muttered the obvious. 


"Well I'm broke. Anyone feel like stealing some chips?" Axl asked. Slash muttered, Izzy turned away, and Steven 
worked on trying to get his foot out of his hair. 


"You cowards. Fine, I'm gettin’ me some chips." Axl, who in the position he was sitting in almost melted into his 


trench, slid his way from the car and quickly into the store. 


"That sucker. Doesn't he know deserted gas stations always have the big guns?" Izzy scoffed. Ahead, the 


woman who owned the other vehicle with the Smug-Man still inside, got inside her car and drove off 

"Uh. she just took off with our driver Steven finally tugged his foot out of his hair and spoke up. 

"At least he left his keys in the car. Anyone volunteer to drive?" 

"| volunteer" 

"Okay-who was that?" Steven didnt have time to get an answer to his question because at that moment Axl 
came staggering out of the store, hands up, face pale, eye blackened. He got into the car very quickly, slammed 
the door and locked it 

"What happened?" Asked Izzy. 

"Dude, that's NOT a store! It's a.a.a." 


"A WHAT?!" 


"ITS A GAY PORN SHOP!" Axl exclaimed and then began to cry. Izzy considered comforting him but instead eyed 


him suspiciously. 


‘| remember a time you ran into a gay porno shop. It was a clear, sunny day with maybe a chance of rain 


from the east, wind going about two miles an hour sporadically-" 


"Will you get ON with it?!" Axl said, annoyed. No one seemed to realize that the car was driving and was well on 


the highway as they spoke. 
"Uh, anyway, you SAID you walked into a gay porno shop but it turned out to be a girl scout meeting.’ 
‘| remember that!" Slash exclaimed. "You got kicked in the balls by a twelve year old!" 


"AUGH! | didn't want to be reminded of that-" 


"Axl," Steven's voice teetered as he spoke. "Who's sitting next to you?" Axl looked outside and saw the car was 
moving, as did everyone else. They also noticed the sudden darkness of the car. The redhead waved his arm 


over the driver's seat and felt nothing. 
"No one's driving it, are they?" 


"No. 


There was a brief silence in the car, a short bout of cackling, screaming, and the sound of metal against 


nature. 


"Alright, so far, this has gotten off to a wonderful 
start.” 


Someone groaned. Some one moaned. Someone moaned and groaned, and then there was silence. It was stil quite 


dark outside, hiding the smashed car behind the Gunners. 
"God that was wild.let's do it again!" 
"NỌ!" 


At that opportune moment, yet another car pulled up along the road. Out of the car appeared yet another 


smug man.| say, the Smug Man from before, only now covered in blood and in a deep red car. 


"There you are, I've been looking every where for you cats n' kittens!-is that my CAR?!" Axl quickly jumped up 
and shoved the Smug Man into the car. He pointed his fingers in the shape of a gun and held it to the man's 
head. 


"DRIVE!" The car took off with Axl and the Smug Man inside. Slash, Izzy, and Steven realized they weren't in 
the car and chased it madly down the road. Izzy grabbed onto the back of the car and climbed on with his leg 
hanging down. Steven grabbed his leg and Slash was left running and panting behind. 


"A little help here!" Slash felt himself floating upwards and flying towards the car. Evil cackling was heard up 
above just as he was dropped down on the roof. He was knocked over by wind and found himself holding on to 
the hood of the car. 

"WAAH" 

The car went undetected in the dark some how, with the band all over it. Inside the car, the Smug Man 
realized that what he was being threatened with was a finger and took out a knife of his own, coated with 
blood. 

"What the hell are you going to do with that?!" 

"Kill you if you don't let me go!" The Smug Man took control of the car, planting his boot against Axl's head. 
The singer banged into the window. Outside, he could see they were going right past a tall, stone church half 
shrouded in darkness. And then they were heading right for it. 


"Turn around you nut case, we're gonna crash into it!" 


"l-I don't have control of the wheel anymore!" Indeed, the wheel was twisted in the Smug Man's hand. The car 


ran up the church lawn and started swerving. Outside the car, Slash, who was just now realizing he was 


screwed, lost his grip on the car hood and started sliding off. In the back, Steven was fast losing his grip on 
Izzy's leg and actually began fearing for his life. 


"We're gonna crash!" 

"You think | don't know that!?" Suddenly, the car came to a stop, throwing Slash off in front and causing Izzy 
and Steven to fall off as well. Fog started covering the ground and making it damp as the band and Axl inside 
groaned in pain. 

"After this, lim taking up something safer.like working in the zoo." Steven muttered. 

Inside the car, Axl noticed the Smug Man's head leaning at an odd angle against the steering wheel and he didn't 
look very..alive. To prove his point, Axl began a thorough poking search. Once the search was over, he 


diagnosed the driver quite dead and hopped out of the car. 


"Dude, he's dead!" The singer announced. The others looked at him, shrugged, grabbed their stuff from the car 


and regrouped again. 


"Alright, so far, this has gotten off to a wonderful start" Said Izzy the Ever Cynical. Slash groaned heavily 


while he tried to stop Steven's nosebleed. 


"Eesh, where's that freaking girl when | really need her?!" He muttered lowly. And as if on cue, she appeared 
beside him, looking a ghostly blue and very transparent. 


‘Sorry, world crisis in the Eastern hemisphere, | miss anything?" Said the agent. Slash did a double take and 


began talking low so no one else would hear or hear enough to call him crazy.er. 

"What do you mean? You haven't been here all right?" His guardian shook her head. “Well..shit. You missed my 
near death, for one thing-" The guitarist didn't have a chance to say anything else before the fog in front of 
the band started taking a shape. 


"What..is..that?l" Axl shrieked, twitching slightly. The fog took shape of one Bloody Mary, her heavily scarred 
face smirking triumphantly, giant lollypop at her side. 


"And her." Slash said, pointing at the girl. "What's her deal?" Letusanctus cocked her head and stared at the 
bloodied girl. 


"Who the fuck are you?" The two of them said together. The band looked back and forth between the two, but 


Axl, Izzy, and Steven couldn't see who Mary was addressing. 
"No, you first" 


"They call me Bloody Mary. l'm here to terrorize them on their journey." The girl pointed to the band with her 


lollypop. It was quickly snatched from her hand and found itself being smacked against its owner's head. 
"Not on my watch, darlin’. Now, you go on back to mommy and daddy before | do some damage to you, yes?" 


"Dude," Izzy whispered "who the hell is she talking to?!" Everyone but Slash shushed him and watched the 
"fight". 


"Damage? Mommy and daddy?" Mary began tearing up again but quickly composed herself. 
"l'm a night-haunt, l'm supposed to do this!" 
"Well go haunt something else." 


| have been. I'm terrorizing three groups all at once." The guardian rolled her eyes and rubbed her temples. 


"Look, just.not..THIS ONE. Do we," she moved her hand back and forth, gesturing the two of them "understand 
each other, are we on the same wavelength?" And then Mary did begin to cry. She sobbed loudly and wetted 
her lollypop with her anguish. Slash smacked his guardian over the head. 


"Ow!" 
"What kind of monster makes a child cry?" 


"You NUMBNUTS! She's trying to kill you, idiot!" 


"Why won't you let me do my job?!" Mary whined out. Letusanctus walked right up to her and planted a solid 
fist to her head. Mary quickly stopped crying just as she fell over. 


"You can do your job when I'm DEAD y‘hear?! Now be gone!" 

"THIS ISN'T OVER!" Mary once again disappeared in a shroud of flames. The guardian rolled her eyes again. 
"|.HATE children almost as much as | hate mortals." Now she addressed Slash. "Go in the church and talk to 
the people, I've got to go help stop Luci from taking over China real quick, but l'm still watching MWA!" And 


the ghostly form disappeared. 


"To the church" 


Father Todd 


The band made their way up to the large, intimidating stone church. The stone was gray-almost black-with 


two wooden doors, lavishly decorated windows, and a cross of the same material looming at the top. 
"Don't burn yourselves." Called a voice. 


"We won't" Axl and Izzy shoved the doors open. Said doors gave way with a comfortable groan to the brightly 
lit interior of the church. 


"MY EYES!" 

The wooden rows were covered with plush cushions, a deep brown carpet lined with faded gold trim traveled 
from the door to the large statue of the Virgin that dominated the front of the church and around it. Axl 
whistled lowly. 

"Wow, is this a church or is this a church?" The band stepped in and slammed the doors behind them (even 
though they didn't mean to..in fact, who the hell shut the doors?). The place seemed pretty much deserted, 
making this whole thing a bust. 

"What a crock" Izzy muttered. 

"Nah, my guardian's never very wrong." Slash said confidently. It was then Steven asked this: 


"Who WAS that anyway? Why couldn't we see it..or them..?" 


Slash shrugged. “That was my guardian agent person. She's here to protect number one, so you guys are 


fucked if we run into life threatening trouble." 


"Are you high?-No, coz that would make me high too-wait, | AM high. This isn't making sense-" A throat 
cleared in the church to get the band's attention. 


"My children, | welcome you on this dark night. May | help you?" An old man of about fifty with graying hair 
stepped out from behind the statue. The sleeves of his priest garb were rolled up to the elbow and sweat 
dotted his brow, covered his forehead. He moved closer as Izzy started speaking and made assorted 
sympathetic noises when needed. 

"Uh, yeah. We just came from two car wrecks, talking fog, and some evil kid and we're looking for our friend” 


"Might | assist in this search?" 


".Maybe..have you seen a guy about yea tall, yea wide, with blonde hair, kinda lanky." The priest thought on 


the description, frowning as he did. After a moment-and after Izzy practically spilled every last detail on the 
bassist's life, sex life, what have you-the priest thought he knew. 


"Was his name..McKay.McKagan..?" 
"That's it!" Exclaimed Izzy. The priest nodded. 


"Yeah, he was here-he, he asked for me by name and asked if | knew exactly where he could find fine priest 
tutorage. | told him that | didn't have the time but Father Todd did, and | sent him to the back.he's still back 


there if you want to know what became of him." 


“Alright..well there's no need for us all to go down there." Axl said He suggested Izzy go down and ask the good 
Father what became of Duff. The priest nodded and led Izzy around the grand statue and pointed down a hall 


"Go straight down, hang a left and its the first door you see. If he responds grumpily just say Father Kevin 


sent you. Go on now." 


Izzy shrugged his shoulders and made his way down the hall. In no time he'd reached his destination and found 


himself knocking on a wooden door with some kind of decoration in the corner. 


"Father..uh, Todd?" A grumpy response, as predicted, then Izzy told who sent him. A few seconds later the 
door was opened to a tall man. The father had auburn hair and a pinched face that told of hours of working 
and studying. His hazel eyes looked down at the guitarist disdainfully. Izzy gulped, uneasy for some reason, and 
started asking questions. 


"Uh, Father Kevin outside says you know what happened to a friend of mine?" 
"Friend?" The man spoke in a heavy Scottish accent. "What friend is that?" 


"Uh..." Izzy went into his descriptions again, only this time he left out the Duff VS the Sock incident. Father 
Todd knew immediately and his face and eyes smiled, his toothy grin displaying a mouth full of pearly-white 
teeth. 


"I know this man! He came asking for tutorage..and | said he didn’t look like the type.come in and I'll tell you all 
about it" Izzy entered the small yet somehow spacious cell and Father Todd shut the door. There was a bed 
against the far right wall, a desk about five feet away from that, and in the back of the room a large oak 
highboy with scratched and dull brass handles. 


"Anyway-won't you lie down? Right there, there you go. Don't be afraid here, son | say, the boy came here 
asking for tutorage on being a priest. | told him, you don't look like the type and he insisted that he was very 
fiercely. He said that Father Kevin didn't have the time, but | didn't bother insisting that the man did-he's 
quite old you see and I'd hate to bother him. | told him | didn't really have the time either and asked him what 


monastery he came from, who sent ‘im. And he looked at me with the strangest look!" The father laughed 


here. Izzy rolled over on the bed onto his stomach and waited for the older man to continue. 


"I told him, ‘monastery, you mean you've never seen one?! and he told me he hadn't. ‘Well,’ | said ‘you might 
want to try going there and living amongst the other brothers for a while and test the waters. And if they're 
right, you could get your tutorage there: He said he didn't want to be a monk, | told him he wasn't, we talked 
and eventually | gave him the name of a nearby priest that knew where there was a good one ‘cause | couldn't 


remember. Well, | didn't give it to him easily.” 


Izzy waited on the overly-comfortable bed for the man to tell him where Duff had gone but soon realized 
that the man wasn't going to tell him anything else. Great. But he found that fleeting concern slipping away as 
he felt himself..dozing. He didn't pay attention as Father Todd joined him on the bed and was hovering over him 
from behind. 


"| say, you still want to know where your friend is?" Izzy nodded sleepily. 


"Well you won't get that so easily! You'll have to do something for me." Izzy hazily snapped back to his senses 
when he felt cold air rush against his bottom. He blinked himself awake and tried to look behind him. 


"Dude, what the fuck are you doing." 


"Shhh, no language like that here, this is holy ground, boy. Your friend had to do this too, so hush. Itll be good. 
Let me do this and I'll tell you where | sent him to.." Izzy did NOT like this. Here he was, trapped between sleep 
and wakefulness and a perverted priest behind him.. 


Fuck. This wasn't going to end well. 


Father Todd, just to make sure his captive wouldn't move, pressed down on his back with one arm and with the 
other propped himself up. He began laying kisses over Izzy's rear, ranging from slight sucking to feathery 
brushes of his lips. The younger man blushed furiously and recalled everything from his day that could have 
landed him in this situation. All thoughts vanished with his mind as the priest began tickling his anus, prodding 
every now and then and circling around it. It was at this point the guitarist had had enough. He jumped up and 
slapped the inquisitive hands away. 


"DUDE! Get the fuck off me and just tell me where Duff is or I'll play "Smoke on the Water" on your head!" 
"Me? Boy, I'm an ex-heavyweight champion and you look like a powder puff! And if you need any more 
convincing, I'm Scottish!" The man had a point, but Izzy wasn't going to back down. He fought bravely enough 


for a man with his pants around his knees. 


"That doesn't mean you can molest me!" 


"| think it does!" 


"Well | don't! You can either tell me now or I'll get my cannibal buddy in here and he'll EAT you ALIVE!" 

"You think l'm afraid of a wee animal-man? You're joking. And you can't tell me you can resist this!" Father 
Todd's hand came out of no where and started pulling Izzy's cock into hardness. Okay, he couldn't resist 
that..much..nope, not at all. The dark haired man slumped forward and moaned as the priest had his way with 
him, bringing him back onto the bed and stroking him to an orgasm. The priest and Izzy sated, Father Todd 
kindly told him where he'd sent Duff to. 

"The 6,952nd Church of Christ, a few miles down the street." 

"Thanks. feel so horribly dirty.’ 

"That you are. Now, off with you." 

Izzy, fully cried out and traumatized for life, came back into the front of the church to a most startling 
scene. His band mates were strung out on the floor, bread crumbs everywhere and a goblet of wine was being 
passed around. 


"Dude," called Axl "we're fuckin’ drunk..off Jesus! His body's not too bad either." 


Izzy stared bewildered at the scene. Why did it surprise him? Who was foolish enough to prove the wormholes 


in space theory? 

"Where'd you get this from?" 

"Uh..the priest went up stairs or something and said help yourselves..so we did. Want some vessel?" Slash 
waved a cracker in front of Izzy, who took it and sniffed it. It smelt clean enough. He grimaced as he chewed 
the cracker, feeling oddly like a cannibal, 

"So where is he?" Steven slurred. 

"The 6,152nd Church of Christ" Izzy said robotically. 


"Great, let's go-" 


"No, wait," interrupted Slash. "What if he's lying? | wanna consult my panel" His guardian appeared once again 
beside him, looking pretty miffed at being summoned. 


"Whaaat? Go to the damn church." She wasn't transparent anymore, and now the rest of the band could see 


her. A fact she obviously forgot in trying to stay incognito. 


" Fuck" 


"Ah-hah! Slash is conspiring with the evil kid! | knew it!" Declared Axl. He collapsed drunkenly shortly after. 


"Right." And the agent vanished again 


"Okay, so to the..so-many second church of Christ it is." Said Izzy. The band gathered itself together, hoisted 
Axl on their shoulders and made their way out of the church, down the lawn, into the street, followed by an 


ominous fog. 


Lux 


The group made their way down the street in darkness. One would wonder just what the devil was taking the 
sun so long to rise, but | digress. But the band wasn't worried; going to the church meant they were getting 
some work done and they were at least getting somewhere. 


"Myrrh." Axl muttered as he started coming back to life. Good thing too, he's not exactly the lightest bag of 


bones. 

"Ohh God | gots me a headache..where are we going?" 

"To the church who knows where Duff is." Steven muttered irately. Carrying all the weight on his back had 
forced him painfully back into the Land of the Sober and Not Intoxicated. Slash took of swig of some of the 
Jesus!wine he'd smuggled. 

"And on the seventh day God saw that this was good and took a day of rest" He said unconsciously. He took 
another swig (Jesus' blood is surprisingly strong and minty. Go give it a try) and started quoting random bible 
verses. 

"And God said-" 

"Enough already man, you're starting to scare me." 

"| can't help it, it's the wine!" 

The group traveled on in silence for what seemed like hours and hours. Questions began to rise: how in the 
world had the bassist done it in such a short amount of time? Would he be at the monastery thing? If you 


launch a thousand asteroids into space from Earth, would they crash back down or form a ring? 


All of these questions went unanswered and the creepy fog following our..uh, heroes went unnoticed. Until it 


started taking shape yet again 

"| wish we were there already’ 

"Thou shalt not whine. „Thou shalt not kill, thou shalt-' 

"Im taking that away from you~" 

‘Will you two shut up?" Axl called below to Izzy and Slash. He was trying to get over a head ache and they 


weren't helping damnit. The two guitarists quickly piped down and the band tromped on in silence. Eerie silence. 
Really, really uneasy. Something dumb was about to happen, that was obvious, but what? 


Steven was the first one to spot it. 
"THE FUCK!?" 


Something ran across the road. Not something like a possum-something, but something big. Something that 
should not be on the road.or this planet. 


"What?! What?!" Screamed an easily-panicked Axl. 

"Dude! | saw something run across the road just now!" 

"| didn't see anything." Izzy peered into the darkness. "I still don't-" 

“There it is again!" Steven shouted shrilly. Slash started moving in closer to the blonde drummer. 


"I just saw something too!" Izzy made a noise at the two of them and waved his hand in dismissal. He jerked his 


thumb into the darkness, titled his head back in annoyance and began talking. 


"Is probably just the dark playing tricks on you. Or trees or even the wind, what are the odds that it's a 
serial killer." When he looked back down at his band mates, they were looking at him with wide eyes, faces pale 
with fear even in the dark. Axl, now on the ground, kept pointing at something behind Izzy and doing his best 
goldfish impression. 


"There's something behind me isn't there?" 
"Maybe if you back away slowly it won't see you-" 


"THAT THING HAS EYES THE SIZE OF A FETUS! WE'RE GOING TO DIE!" Slash and Steven screamed that last part 
in unison, which thoroughly convinced Axl that he was wrong and that they were all probably going to die. Izzy 
turned around slowly to see just what he was dealing with. 


The creature looked much like a ten foot possum, only with angry red eyes the size of a fetus, blood spotted 
fur and a really long, flat snout resembling a fleshy buzz-saw. 


"Its time to run!" Axl, Steven, and Slash were apparently way ahead of Izzy. Ahead by a few yards in fact. 
Izzy was about to join them when out of the blue lighting struck a tree just up the road. Luckily, the running 
trio stopped just before the tree collapsed on their little heads. Oh, and it exploded into flames, too. 
"Trinity!" 


"GUUUUYS!" The fled-trio turned around to see Izzy in the jaws of the monster-possum-from-hell, most likely 
getting torn to shreds. 


"He's gonna DIE!" Axl's frantic shout mingled in the darkness with Izzy's even more frantic screaming. Steven, 
for reasons unknown even now, whipped out his plastic bag. 


"What's that!?" 
"Before we left, | packed a hammer!" Steven felt a pair of thin arms grip his neck and someone kiss him. 


"Dude, you're brilliant! .USE THE DAMN THING!" It was dark, so Steven had no idea what he was aiming at. He 
could see the evil thing well enough but it kept moving, so there was a 50/50 chance he'd hit Izzy or the evil 
possum. Either way itd probably be a mercy kill. Closing his eyes, the drummer launched the hammer as hard 
as he could at the beast, hoping dearly to hit something that would cause it great amounts of agony. 


It might have been fate, divine intervention, or maybe Steven was just damn lucky, but a fountain of blood 


that barely missed him and a blood curdling shriek signaled that he'd hit something good. 


"Holy hell!" Shouted Slash as he pointed The hammer was wedged dead in the center of the monster's glowing 
red eyes. It reared back in pain briefly, in doing so dropped a blood covered Izzy who was still screaming like a 
woman in labor. The band, caught between a burning inferno and the possum from Hell, now began to panic in 


earnest. 


"JesusJESUS! What else do you have in that bag man?!" Slash, not really thinking, began shaking poor Steven like 
the proverbial wet rag. Steven shook his head, not meaning that he had nothing else left, but that Slash was 
going to break his neck if he kept abusing him. Slash dropped him in frustration.and got a brilliant idea Well, 
brilliant for now. Actually, looking back, it was pretty stupid, but | digress. 


He got his facts in order: his guardian angel couldn't let him die before his time, he was already feeling no pain, 
and a monster was about to eat his friends. 


"Anyone got anything sharp?" Axl patted himself down but felt nothing. Steven was on the ground drooling in 
pain for some reason, so that was no, too. Slash, shrugged, took a random bottle of liquor from his jacket 


(which was rather thin, by the way) and smashed said bottle on the ground in a flurry of liquid and glass. 


"Take five lads, I'll be right back!" He said cheerily, and charged for the demon-possum, which was still 


staggering and rearing about in pain. Axl's eyes widened beyond their normal range and his jaw swung open 
"he's finally lost his fuckin’ mind.!!| DUDE! YOU'LL GET-" 

Slash narrowly avoided getting speared on the creature's snout, but he did get a nice cut. 

"—seriously wounded" 


The guitarist was on top of the beast, clutching his broken bottle in his mouth, hands reaching for the 
hammer lodged in the creature's eye. He finally managed to tug the thing out of the..thing's eye and started 


wailing on him with it. 
"THIS IS FOR POPE URBAN YOU BASTARD!" 


"What?" Steven finally came back into the land of the living and both he and Axl realized that Izzy was still on 
the ground bleeding to death if he wasn't already dead. The two of them, while the creature was distracted by 
Slash's antics, grabbed Izzy (who was amazingly still alive and not so badly hurt) and started carting him off 


down the road. 

"Run, I'll distract-right, they're already gone. So.AAHAAAH" Once he was sure they were out of hearing 
distance, Slash began shrieking like a wee girl. The ghostly blue image of his guardian thankfully appeared, but 
instead of saving his ass right away, she glared at him as if HE had done something wrong. 


"Uh. little help?" 


"Get the fuck off my Lux!" The monster possum stopped moving and Slash rolled off it and onto the ground. He 
was bleeding but at least he wasn't going to die. At least: 


"Lux? What's a Lux?" 


"That's his name." Letusanctus waved her hand over "Lux" and in an instant all signs of injury on him were 


gone. The creature whimpered while the agent continued to stare down at her protectee. 
"You almost killed him!" 

"Killed him? He almost killed us!" 

"Dude! | sent him here." 


x Slash got the dumbest look on his face while his guardian rolled her eyes and explained further. Also, with 


a wave of her hand, the burning tree behind her smoldered and fizzled itself out. 


"That's Lux, my possum. | saw you poor fools walking and | figured I'd send you a ride, but now you don't 


DESERVE IT!" 

" Possum?! Woman that ain't no freakin’ possum" 

"Well he would be if | hadn't made him larger—-use your damn brain! And apparently gave it a defect but it 
won't hurt you." Lux seemed to agree with this as he curled himself into a giant ball of red and white fur. 


Slash kept staring at the thing, It'd cut him, and that had hurt after all. Wasn't that "hurting him"? 


"Oh you'll live. It's another five friggin miles to the church and you're friends are struggling. I'll let you ride my 


poor dear on one condition: you harm him and | KEEL you." Understanding the condition very well, the tanned 


guitarist waited for the giant possum to uncurl himself. Eventually Lux did, and he hopped back on to it. 


"Uh..nice..Lux-thing.” The creature took off into the night, rather fast for a giant possum. His nails tapped along 
the ground noisily, making one wonder how it snuck up on the band. 


| hope they haven't gotten too far." Lux twittered and wriggled in response. 


After fifteen minutes, for some reason Slash hadn't caught up with his band mates and this worried him. They 


must have been running pretty- 

"AAAHAAAAHHHHHH!" 

Nevermind. 

"Before you faint dead away-" 

"I KNEW IT! You're conspiring with the evil kid AND trying to kill us!" 


"Axl, let him explain his case!" Steven sighed to the singer. He then turned sympathetic eyes upon his bronze 


friend. 


‘Okay, just explain why you're riding on the killer-marsupial” Slash started talking. While he talked, he made less 
and less sense, but he was riding on a giant possum. Would you talk smack to a man with a killer-possum? | 


didn't think so. 


".so apparently she'd sent it down as a ride. Did that make any sense to you guys?" There was a brief silence, 
the sound of crickets chirping, then: 


"No, but I'll take that ride." Axl and Steven hauled Izzy and themselves aboard the animal and off into the night 
they went again 


The Next Church (Where the hell is Duff-o7!) 


The possum traveled in silence, saved for its talons scratching loudly along the pavement. Well, traveling in 
total silence didn't really matter anyway. No one's dumb enough to screw with a possum bigger than their 
mother, NOBODY. This fact gave the travelers a sense of security, but also uneasiness. If the thing turned on 
them they were fu-wuked, after all. Thankfully, this didn't happen, and the giant possum made it to the next 


church. 


This new church was no bigger than the previous and looked kinda the same only it was brick There was a 
smaller lawn and a slight driveway running up the side just big enough for one car at a time. Lights outside 
kept it lit up and illuminated the fairly plain windows. The ride stopped right in front of its doors and 
began..shrinking. 


"What the?! Is it midnight or something?" 


"IFs going back to its original size!" The band hopped off the possum which quickly transformed back into a tiny 
creature no bigger than, say, a normal possum. With a nose like a fleshy buzz. The Lux scampered off into the 


night, probably back to his hole or wherever the hell he came from. 
"Well that was fun. Shall we enter?" 


"Yeah, | think Izzy's dyin’ on me!" Izzy, in fact, was just trying to enjoy being squished between Axl and Steven 
for as long as he could, thus his playing dead. 


"Damnit, don't you dare die on mel" Steven abruptly grabbed Izzy and began shaking him like he owed him 
money. 


"IF YOU DIE ILL KILL YOU, Y‘HEAR!?" Izzy probably would have responded, but what do you say to a death 
threat? Axl convinced the drummer to put Izzy down and back away slowly from his body. Steven did as he 
was told and resumed carrying him. Izzy, back in his position, continued grinning like an idiot. 

The band came completely unannounced into the church. For some reason the inside of this one seemed bigger 
than the other, with many a ceiling light hanging down and instead of a huge statue of Mary, a simple podium 
with your standard crucifix on the front. And it seemed pretty deserted. 

"Uh..hello?" Slash's voice echoed through the vast building. 

" Knock-knock?" 


"Who's there-curse it!" 


"Joe!" 


" Joe who?" 


"Joe momma." At that, a bolt of black jumped out from behind the podium like lightning and in front of the 
guitarist, who subsequently nearly pissed his pants. The black unfolded to reveal a very tall, stick thin priest 
that basically looked like a meaner, paler, short haired version of Duff, with gray eyes and jet black hair. He 


towered over the Gunners, mostly because they were crouching below him in fear. 


"What'd you say about my mama?!" He shouted in a shrill Southern drawl. Slash, too scared to speak, grabbed 
Axl and set him in front, using him as a human shield. Axl did this same thing with Steven, who placed Izzy in 
front of him, who started sobbing all over again at the sight of another priest. 


"We're just a traveling band!" The guitarist managed out between sobs. 

"Honest! We have a bleeding person?" Steven said from behind him, although Izzy had long since stopped 
bleeding. The priest took time to consider Izzy and eventually deemed him worthy of care. He gently took 
(snatched roughly) Izzy and set (threw) him down on one row. Carefully peeling the shirt from the man's body, 
the father examined the wounds. 

"What the devil? It looks like he got bit all to Hell by a weak midget." 

"Uh, he did. See, we just came from-" Axl jumped in before Steven said something he really shouldn't. 

"We just came back from a car wreck. Our friend here," he pointed to Slash, who looked confused "had his pet 
ferret in the car. While the injured party drove the ferret got excited and, quote ‘bit him all to Hells, thus the 
wreck." The rest of the band, stunned by the perfect if slightly unbelievable lie, just nodded in agreement. The 


priest turned sympathetic for a moment. 

| had a pet ferret once, but he got in a car wreck.its uncanny! I'll heal your friend." The priest disappeared 
into the back of the church and came back out a few minutes later with bandages and a bowl of water. He set 
to bandaging Izzy's wounds and glancing at the band, who were still staring in awe at their singer. 

"Stop looking at me like that!" 

"By the way," started Steven "have you seen.another friend of ours..FAH blonde hair, ‘bout your size.." 

The priest thought for a moment, then snapped his fingers. "Wanting to know about a monastery?" 


"Yeah, he came here to ask you!" 


"That he did, and | told ‘im." The band waited and waited, then realized the priest wasn't going to tell them 


anymore. Said man looked up at them with a confused look 


"What? lim working as fast as | can!" 
"Uh.where'd you send him?" 


"Oh, yeah, you wanna know that too. | don't really suggest you go, that's what | said to him. It's a good 
place. just a little.oh, dangerous.” Axl laughed sharply. 


"You must not know who we are padre!" 
"No, | don't. Should |?" 


"Just tell us where you sent him." The father sighed heavily and gave the boys an ‘Alright fools but | told 


you so! look. 

"| dare not speak its name. But the way..take a ride four hundred miles south, hang a right at the fork in the 
road and keep going until you reach the deepest, darkest forest. Then hang a right at the Burger King, go 
straight for three miles, cant miss it." The man stood up from Izzy, who now had a mummified torso, and 
gave the gang one last glance. 

‘| warn you though, it's a brutal place! Kinda like New York on acid" The band grimaced at the description. Then, 
each member gathering up their courage, they started filing out the door one by one. Slash and Izzy left, the 
former asked the priest this: 


"You got any left over wine?" 


"Get the hell out of my church." Slash threw his hands up and left. Now only Izzy was left behind, who busily 


scribbled something on a bloodied sheet of paper..in his own blood. 

"Here," he handed the father the paper. The priest looked at it oddly. 

"Uh..." 

"Call me." With that, Izzy quickly ducked out of the church, leaving the priest to stare blankly at the card. 


"Uh..sure..” 


Philomena and Paw 


The band regrouped in the street. Thankfully, the sun had started to rise by now and there was at least a 
little light to guide them. Not that it would help much; for one thing, which way was south? For another, just 


how the hell were they gonna get to..wherever? 


"We're going to get him back | say!" Axl shouted, trying to rally the group's spirits. It wasn’t working. He 
scowled for a second then looked to Slash, who looked back at him. 


" Well?" 
"Well what?" 
"Where's this guardian of yours?" 


"lm not in any life threatening danger?" The redhead smacked his head and groaned. Steven whipped his lucky 


card out of no where and started rubbing it.for luck. OF course. 
"You know, | think that way is south." He stated Izzy looked at him and raised an eyebrow. 
"What makes you think that?" 


"Deductive reasoning? We just came from that way, so it must be north. This is east, this is west, so this 


HAS to be south." 


It made little sense, but what the hell? So the group carried off down the road, which had better be going 


south or the blonde drummer would have to learn to walk with one leg. 

They walked..and walked..and walked.and as they tromped, they began wishing they were in eternal darkness. 
Because the higher the sun rose, the hotter it seemed to get. And the sun was rising at a worrying pace. Like 
every fucking hour. And who knows how long they'd been on the road? 


"Dude, did anyone think to bring any food or water?" Inquired Izzy. Everyone else tensed up and their silence 
declared a loud ‘NO. 


" Nothing?" 
"| didn't think we'd be out this long," Said Axl. 


".No money, zip, nada?" Everyone shook their heads. If Izzy were anyone else he would have stopped and run 


around in a tiny circle. Somehow he kept his cool. Barely. 


“Alright. So, we're fucked." 


"Maybe not yet." The band turned around at a noise. Not something like wind-noise or..well, anything innocent. 
Something loud. The loud noise kept coming faster and faster, seemingly coming- 


"GET OUT OF THE STREET!" 


The band ducked off the street. A scant few seconds later a large lo-wheel truck came barreling down the 
street. It hadn't gotten more than a few yards away from the band before it barreled back in reverse. 


"OUT OF THE STREET.AGAIN!" The band barely made it as the truck stopped in the middle of the road. Two 
grim looking folk-one quite young, the other quite old-spilled out and looked at the group wildly. 


"Look paw, hitch hikers!" Declared the younger one in a high pitched, painfully obvious redneck shrill. The older 
of the two stared blankly. This caused much uneasiness as can be expected. 


"Uh.ride?" Axl asked, not really wanting to ride with the duo, but not wanting to walk either..or maybe- 

"Sure thing. You boys look fmiliar.then again, heck, so does ev'ryone! Into the truck!" The band shrugged to one 
another before clambering into the cab of the truck. Although it was pretty roomy, poor Stevie still found 
himself face first on the floor. 

The truck sped off.in the opposite direction the band was traveling. 

"Heyl" Izzy shouted. "We wanna go south!" 

"Boy, were you going the wrong way! This IS south!" The boy said. Izzy lifted and eyebrow and Steven gulped. 


"You sure?" 


"Believe me, we've been headin’ this way for the better part of the day. If it ain't south we're in a world'ah 


trouble." Steven gulped again and wondered why he never wrote a will 


All his thoughts soon disappeared, however, as the drummer found himself being kicked into the hard, steel 


floor. 
"IT WAS A MISTAKE!" 


"Anyway..who are you guys?" Slash asked after he pulled his blood covered boot from Steven's face. The older 


man spoke. 


"This here is mah son, Philomena” 


" Philomena?" 


It was m'grammy's name." Philomena nodded. He pointed to what was obviously his father and said, "This is 


mah daddy, Paw." 

" Paw..2" 

It was my daddy's name and his daddy's name, mah granddaddy's name, and his daddy's name, and." Paw had 
eventually traced his ancestry back to a soldier in the War of 1812 named Cletus P. Quistore. Ironically enough, 
his nickname was "Ma". 

"Fascinating." Was the reply. The truck rambled on and on, past the church and all the insanity that went on 
before and after it. If one would be so cheesy, passing it all felt like a new beginning. Sadly, our heroes didn't 
know yet that this beginning would be as fucked up as the last. 

"So where you boys headed?" Paw asked. Steven, somehow still able to talk, answered. 

"Four hundred miles south." 

"Four hundred miles?! What fer?" Philomena squealed. Slash shrugged. 

"We're going to great extremes to get a member of our band back." 

"Why not just find a new player? I'm king of the washboard around here-" 

"Thanks but no thanks. And why DON'T we just find a new bassist?" Izzy the Ever Cynical strikes again 


Everyone, including Paw and Philomena, turned to Slash, who looked this way and that. 


"YOU ASK TOO MANY QUESTIONS!" While Slash busied himself strangling Izzy, the car tumbled on. The truck 
rolled for a good half of the way before taking a sharp turn off the main road and onto a dirt road. 


"Hey, what's this?" Izzy gargled out. Philomena grinned. 

"We's just gonna take a little detour." 

"But" 

‘lm sure you boys is hungry and tired, just a little break. ‘Sides, my wife makes the best fried pies ever!" The 
truck rolled down a small hill. Beyond the hill was a shabby looking house that resembled a log cabin/hospital 


cross if you can believe it. The truck stopped three feet away from it and Philomena and Paw climbed out. 


Shortly after the Gumers followed. 


"| don't like the look of this place." Axl muttered as he pulled his trench tighter around himself. If you believe 


anything you see in the movies, wooden shacks are never good. 


"Me neither, but | am hungry." Steven said, swinging his bag around. Despite their hesitations, the band went 
inside the house anyway. 


The Party (pt) 


"Mona! Gwen! Sherman! Lil Boy!" 
"Lil Boy?" 


At that, four people spilled down a flight of stairs to the right. Mona, the first, was a black haired plump girl 
with more boobs than teeth. Behind her was Gwen, a fair haired pretty person with a gapped tooth grin, glazed 
blue eyes and a mop of wiry blond hair. The third, Sherman, was a boy shorter than Mona and Gwen with a 
bald shiny head and a face that seemed normal until you looked on the left side. On said side of his face was a 
horrible scar that went, in a crescent shape, from his forehead to the bottom of his jaw. Lastly, there was Lil 
Boy who was, in fact, an average sized boy with a backwards baseball cap, long red hair, freckles on his 


shoulder and dull green eyes. 
"Hey Axl, he looks" 
"Don't. Say. A word." Lil Boy was visibly shaking as he stared at Axl. This, of course, freaked the redhead out. 


‘lm a big fan!" The boy blurted out suddenly. "| even had teeths-surgeries to make mine look like yours!" Lil 
Boy flashed what teeth he had left and, sure enough, they looked exactly like Axl's. Where he'd found pictures 


of the man's teeth who knew. 

"That's..frightening.” As glad as he was to see fans, our Red didn't need to see that. Ah, Axl, the Ever-Stalked. 
"Kambalanaktatiwitchitanial Come down here and fix these boys summa yer pies!" 

" Shama-lama-dingdong?" Izzy said in awe. What the hell? 

"Mwite, Kambalanaktatiwitchitania. Or Georgie for short." 

"Okay." 


Said woman, or what was obviously said woman, came down the stairs by what we hope was her children. She 
was very fit with hair like Gwen's and very well endowed in the chest area. Not so much everywhere else 
though..for one thing, her left eye was missing, and in its place was a large patch of skin that had obviously 
been severely burnt. And she walked with a slight gimp, which fortunately made her red-plaid covered fleshy 


mounds bounce with her every step. 


"lm going!" She spoke in a surprising European tinged accent. She limped into the kitchen area and Paw led the 
band and Philomena into the living room. The living room, which was brightly lit by the large window to the 
right (which was more hole with glass than a window), was sparsely furnished with the bare essentials: two 


long, blue couches that itched like hell, a leather easy chair which Paw flopped down into, your standard wooden 


coffee table and in front of it all, a TV that would have been considered a large-screen even in this day and 
age of huge things. The Gumers stared in awe at this marvel of creation, and their eyes got wider when Paw 


flipped the power on and there was porn. 


'Its.beautiful." Izzy said, wiping a tear from his eye. Georgie limped her way into the living room and its 
zombified inhabitants with a platter full of the so called fried pies. 


"Mm, pies' are ‘ere boys!" Said Paw. Instead, the band and Philomena continued staring at the TV. As Georgie 
left, Paw coughed loudly and "accidentally" sat on the remote. 


"HEY!" 
‘Oops! My fault!" Axl prepared to scream at the man-in his own house mind you-before he saw the pies. 


"Piel" Without even being asked, he snatched one off the plate and munched happily. Everyone else stared in 
awe, before Paw encouraged the others to take some as well. 


"Hungry feller.." Philomena muttered and Paw nodded. Axl, who didn't hear, continued eating, and was about to 


snatch another before he felt a strange dizzy sensation. 


"| don't feel-" And before he could get another word out, Axl found himself face to face with the floor and all 


went dark. 


valloni 


"Ugh. thought | learned my lesson with those cookies." Axl moaned. He was awake, and still reeling from a 
dream of flying fish and a talking squirrel who told him things. He was awake..but something wasn't right. His 
head hurt like hell, but that was to be expected. But now..everything was dim and..upside down..?! 


Next to him, his band mates slowly came back to life as well. Axl assessed them and realized that if THEY 


were upside down then so was he. Great. But that wasn't the worst part. 


For one thing, if he was upside down, and they were upside down.and they were wearing DRESSES. then that 


meant that he was wearing one too. 


"AIEE!" Axl looked down (up?) at himself and saw that he was, indeed, wearing a sleeveless dress suitable more 
for a baby then a grown man. The dress was navy with blue-green frills at the bottom, came just enough 
down his thighs to cover his unmentionables (if only barely), and the only thing keeping it from flying over the 
man's head was the fact that it was SEVERELY ill-fitting. He heard another yelp-lzzy-and slowly turned his 
head to the noise. 


"Dear God." Suddenly Axl felt very lucky. Izzy, the poor boy, was wearing a bright orange dress with vaguely 


recognizable sunflower print. The dress gathered at the sleeves and gave them a puffed-out look Izzy was also 


wearing white frilly socks with orange Mary-Jane shoes for some reason. Axl cringed at the sight, as did Izzy. 


"What the fuck is going on?!" Izzy's voice was but a high pitched whisper. He was hanging upside down thanks 
to a wall hook-his hands tied behind his back, the dress tied to his legs with a thick rope and it was from this 
rope he hung, making for a very awkward and uncomfortable position. Axl shook his head frantically. He dared 
to glance next to him where Steven hung in the same manner as Izzy and Axl found himself jealous that 


Steven was somehow dressed better than he. 


Steven wore a simple off-white dress with more frills than you could shake a stick at and white socks. The 


man was obviously awake, but his eyes were screwed tight to the horror that he was in. 
Axl couldn't see Slash, who must have been beside Izzy, but he just had to ask: 


"Uh..what's Slash wearing?" Izzy made a face at the singer's morbid curiosity, but turned anyway. Slash had 
his head turned and his shoulders were shaking, for good reason. His dress was somehow shorter than Axl's 
without actually being a shirt. It was a rainbow tark-dress with a star pattern. The man was wearing sheer 


red stockings that lead into red fuzzy booties. You read right, red..fuzzy..booties. 
Izzy turned back to Axl with a pale face. "You do not want to know-" 


| see you all are awake!" Squealed a voice. From a door that didn't look like it was there before came the dark 
haired Mona, her hair in a bun and wearing a silver dress that shone like a thousand light houses, even in the 


dim room. 


"Aren't you all just pretty? You shouldn't have! You got all dressed up for mel” Before she could say anything 
else, Slash barked out loudly. Literally. Then he began yelling. 


"You crazy bitch, get me down from herel And them too." 


"Don't be rude!" Came another voice. Gwen waltzed in wearing a powder blue dress just as sparkly as Mona's. 
Not long after her appeared Philomena and he began taking the Gunners down from the wall and throwing them 


on his shoulders like so much cloth. 


"This is REALLY not gonna end well" Axl groaned as Steven was roughly thrown on top of him. Oh yeah, Duff 
just HAD to run away, didn't he? 


The band was carried on Philomena's shoulders, somehow, back into the living room which had been set up to 
look like a sort of theater, including plush covered chairs and a stage. Philomena haphazardly set the boys 
down in the chairs, their hands behind the backs so that they wouldn't be escaping anytime soon. Not that 


they could, their dresses basically restricted all movement anyway. 


"What the hell is going on here?!" Axl shouted in his best "I'm scared to death and pissed off at you" voice. 
Sherman entered from behind with a pair of vice-grips and a roll of wire that looked dangerously thin. With 


the wire, the bald scarred man carefully bound all of their feet to the chairs. 


"Wh-what are you gonna do to us?!" Steven stuttered. Georgie then entered the room wearing the same 
clothes as before and pushing a long table covered in a light pink table cloth. On the right half of the table sat 
four tea cups with pink lining the top. To the left, there were six more cups and in the middle of the table was 
a large pink tea pot. Sherman, Paw, Philomena, Mona, and Gwen sat at the table across from the band and 
grinned. A moment later Lil Boy came rattling down the stairs wearing a bandana that looked much like the 


ones Axl wore. 
"This just got creepy." Slash muttered. 


"We're gonna have ourselves a little tea party." Gwen cooed. She then looked angrily at the stage and shouted, 
"MOMMA!" At that, Georgie came from behind the stage with a cup of multi-colored drinking straws. She 
placed straws in the tea cups in front of the band then left as quickly as she came. Philomena began sipping 
his tea and talking. 


"So what do you think?" After a moment of awkward silence, Axl answered the question calmly. He had to be 


calm, who knew who these people were? He had better ways to die planned. 

"Uh..it's nice.why are you doing this?" 

"I love tea parties!" Answered Gwen. "And momma's gonna do a little poetry readin’ for us, too. You'll like that. 
Drink your tea before it gets cold" Of course, the band really didn't trust the tea (the pies had gotten them 


into this) but it wasn't like they'd been given a choice. So one by one they all took small sips of their drinks, 
while their hosts on the other side watched carefully. 


"Good huh? | made it myself" Started Gwen. 


"Yeah, and mom helped-" Paw smacked his son over the head before he said anything else. All of this was 


suspicious, but there was no use questioning it. 

"Drink up! I'm sure you're all thirsty from being on the road for so long!" At this Steven piped up. 

"How did you know we'd been on the road a long time?" 

"It was obvious." Said Paw. "When | picked you boys up y'all looked like you'd gone a few rounds with Ali. Besides, 
its not like you just suddenly dropped on the road anyway." And naturally this made sense, so there went the 
Stalking Theory Steven had thought up. He slurped his tea in bitter disappointment. Izzy also kept his mouth 
glued to his straw-anything that came out of his mouth would have wound up sarcastic, and God forbid these 


people not take sarcasm well. 


Mona tried starting up conversation again. "What'd you think of the pie?" 


‘It was a real knockout." Immediately everyone glared at Izzy and Izzy berated himself for slipping. 


‘Izzy, if you get us killed I'll beat your ass all the way to Hell" Axl hissed and the guitarist gulped. Mona, who 


wasn't really paying attention, smiled sweetly. 
‘lm glad you enjoyed Mom made those, they're the greatest. More tea?" 


"No th-" The dark haired girl began pouring the band more tea anyway while glancing at the stage. She began 
muttering to herself for whatever reason, but it went unnoticed by her family. Time went on quietly as more 
tea was poured for the band, but none for the freaky family. Until the time came when Philomena requested a 


refill. At his request, Georgie came out with another tea pot and filled his cup up, then left. 
If that wasn't a sign | don't know what is. 
The band glanced down at their tea simultaneously and gulped. What the hell had they just done? 


"Alright! It's poetry time!" Paw said clapping. Sherman got up from his seat and started turning all the chairs 
forward with the inhabitants in them. Once all the chairs were turned, Georgie appeared out on stage. She was 
clad in a red plaid, form fitting, long, sleeveless dress with a crimson collar. She pulled a mike from God knows 


where and cleared her throat. 


"| want my lawyer—" 
"SHH!" 


The European woman began reciting poems in blank verse, first in English and then in her native language which 
sounded like a mix of German and Latin. She spoke of human gardens, ravens in winter, love, and war. In other 
words, all very pretty but droll and repetitive after a while. By the time Georgie had finished, Axl was nearly 
asleep, Philomena was drooling on his shoulder, and everyone who was not tied up or bored into a stupor 
shouted their approval and clapped. Georgie bowed and left off the stage. At this point, Sherman came over to 
the band and started cutting away the cords that bound their feet to the chairs, eventually freeing them 
completely. 


Axl, for whatever reason, was the first to stand up. Or he would have been. He got as far as the getting his 


ass off the seat part before he collapsed back down in a wave of dizziness. 


"What the." He slurred somewhat drunkenly. What in God's name had been in that Devil's Tea? Slash, who was 
used to being drunk, almost did a perfect stand. Sadly, with the blood still trying to circulate to his feet, he, 


too, collapsed 


"Fuck, my nose!" He desperately tried to wake his feet up but to no avail. Axl swayed in his chair muttering 


something about some chick named Lucy and diamonds. 


Izzy, having learned well from his band mates, sat right where he was. Half conscious and drooling mind you. 
"The puck did you drug ush wif..?" He muttered before going out completely. 


"Just this stuff this doctor guy brought over this one time." Gwen stated. "We weren't sure if it would kill you 


or what!" 


"You were planning to do what?!" Slash shouted, now lying on his back on his floor so he didn't have to watch 


the room spin. 


"We're just plannin’ to have a lil fun is alll The party's just started!" Mona grinned evilly and shook Philomena 


awake. 

"Philo! Take them to the basement! Lil Boy, go back to your room now." Lil Boy pouted, 

"But | wanna watch! Gwen said | could!" 

"Gwen lied! Now go back to your room!" Lil Boy huffed and puffed his way back to his room. Philomena, now 


slightly awakened, threw the Gunners on his shoulders again and began carrying them down stairs to the 
basement. 


